"A"                                                      INDIAN
Paludes.   I'm so like that electric ventilator
"the size larger, for public meetings" . . . which
is not a flattering thought.
At any rate, I did not read for long, for an antique
American motor-car rattled impudently up to the
door; and the syce, having stopped the engine,
immediately fell asleep.
Bearer, who was doing something on the front
verandah, saw the motor-car and  tiptoed to my
study to see whom I might be entertaining, I sup-
pose, and, perhaps, whether he would be required
to bring coffee, which would have involved baiting
the cook, which I suspect is bearer's favourite sport.
Finding me alone, bearer became voluble.  There
was a car at the door with a sleeping syce. . . . Had
I seen this car?   There must be a sahib secreted
somewhere about the house. . . . Perhaps a mem-
sahib had called. . . . Had I seen anyone? ... It
was the Collector-sahib's car.   .   .   .   What would
the Collector-sahib drink if he had come to see me?
It did, indeed, seem quite probable that someone
might have called and shown himself in and sat
down in the drawing-room, though I was a little
sceptical about bearer's capacity to recognise indi-
vidual motor-cars.
We looked into the drawing-room.
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